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He shrugged his shoulders with a kind of fatalistic resigna-
tion.
" Then I'll go down in the ruins or in the flames/' he said.
I could not for a few seconds bear to break the silence that
ensued. Who knew what thoughts were surging in this man's
mind ? The end, the glorious, hopeless, futile and inevitable
end was drawing closer. Poor, gallant, crazy Rory. If he did
not succumb in the fight his days were numbered neverthe-
less. Consumption had ravaged his physique. The glitter
of his eyes was due to some other cause besides that of Irish
freedom.
As we said good-bye we looked at one another intently and
our hands lingered in each other's just a second longer than is
usual. He seemed about to speak but he never framed the
words, and I felt I was too emotional to be a journalist. Slowly
and thoughtfully I made my way back to the stone stairs and
across the courtyard. A ragged crowd, as in a French revolu-
tionary film, were gazing through the iron gate. It was
unlocked to let me out and locked again quickly after me.
The crowd made way for me and watched me wonderingly.
An hour later I was back at Republican headquarters, and
everyone crowded round me to ask how Rory had received me
and what my impression had been. De Valera was there,
looking like a gigantic bird of prey. He talked a great deal and
rapidly. He was absurdly preoccupied, as far as I could make
out, over Document No. 2. This was the draft of a Constitution
drawn up by himself and rejected by Lloyd George. He in-
sisted that I should have a copy and compare his Constitution
with that of the Free State. I, coming straight from the Four
Courts, was concerned only about Rory and what would happen
next. Document No. 2 had no interest for me. De Valera's
great bitterness was that his two envoys, Collins and Griffith,
whom he had sent to London to parley, had been '* got at" by
those English politicians.
" You would have done better to go yourself/' I said, but he
answered as a man in a dream, that I must read Document
No. 2.
The following dawn, when Dublin was awakened by a sudden

